FORBIDDEN JOURNEY
magnificent mountain chains of the Hindu Kush to the
north-west and the Karakorams to the south. In little ravines
there were curious dark red flowers, bell-like little things, and
huge marguerites.
The torrent struggled to get between great detached
boulders, and—the wonder of it!—close by was a clump of
eglantines covered with opening flowers. There were also
shrubs like cypress trees, giving forth a perfume that reminded
one of Mongol temples. Our path showed evidence of being
carefully kept. It was in striking contrast to the Chinese
mountain paths and Peter was proud of his country—he was
beginning to have the feeling that he had arrived somewhere.
Yes, it was the beginning of the end. We should find letters
before us in Kashmir to disunite our thoughts and turn our
minds in different directions. There would be no telegrams
for me at Gilgit and Peter, realizing that I was sad at the
thought, said: "I'll lend you mine." And once again we
discussed what we should have for dinner when we celebrated
our arrival at Srinagar, the capital of Kashmir and the
Venice of India.
Below us the valley flattened out where our river joined
the Kilik. And there, plumb against a clump of willows, rose
a solitary little house. This was Murkushi, our first "rest-
house," with two rows of white stones innocently marking an
imaginary road to it. It was not a very solid habitation.
Cloud walked off with one of the wooden pillars of the gallery
to which he had been tied, and when I sat on a chair it
collapsed under me. But we were in out of the rain. There
was a fireplace and as this was our first meal in India we
cooked sausages and bacon on a wood fire. And, at last, we
had a partition wall dividing us from the Turkis and their
disputes.
The next day, the 24th of August, we descended the
romantic valley of the Hunza River. Its two steeply sloping
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